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50NQ  MESSAGE. 


DAISY  DELL. 

 ^   :  


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Come,  come  away  o'er  the  green  waving  meadows,Downbythe  lane  and  the  cool  sparkling  well, 


2.    O'er   us  the  wild  birds  are  singing  their  sweetest,  Ech- OS  a-wak-en  and  die   far    a  -  way, 


\  ^  N 


Come  where  the  wood-land  is  casting  its  8hadow,Come,come  a  -  way  to  this  sweet  dai  -  sy  dell ; 


f 


See,  all  the  warblers  are  looking  their  neatest.  Each  one  now  singing  his  own  sweetest  lay ; 


m 


Come  to  this  vale  wherethe  daisies  are  growing,  Nodding  at  sunbeams  they  all  love  so  well, 


Here  all  is  gladness  and  pleasure  unbounded.   All  na-ture  striving  her   rapture  to  tell. 


 \-~^ — «- 


All  nature  smiles  and  the  softwindsare blowing,Wheremore  invitingthan  sweet dai-sy  dell  ? 


Here  the  first  note  of  each  new  day  is  sounded,  Sung  by  these  warblers  in  sweet  dai-sy  dell  ? 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 


C.  M.  P. 

Hflf  Moderate . 
T£ — — ^- 


TRUSTING. 


C.  M.  PARKER, 


♦  "  f     *  J;    ♦     i  V 

1.  I'll  not  fear  though  dark  my  path  -  way,  Though  hopes  sky    be      o  -  ver  - 

2.  I'll  not  fear  though  foes    as  -  sail     me,  Though  they  try     to    hedge  the 




cast ; 
way; 


3.  He    a  friend  a  - 
^fp^— f  

bove    all    oth  -  ers.      And    in     love  stan 

is  ev  -  er  near; 

Bright  -  er    still  will 
Faith    in     Je  -  sus 

P      r    -0-     ■0-  1 

1       ^  . 

dawn  the   mor  -  row.  When  the   star  -  less    night  has  passed, 
yives  me   cour  -  age,    And    for  strength  to     Him     I  pray. 

 1  S~r  1  1  r-. 

Trust  -  ing    in  His 

ove    and  mer  -  cy, 

L--^,  ^  1  ^  y  

Giv  -  eth  strength,  and  I'll     not  fear. 

Religioso. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Paekkr. 

SUPPLICATION. 

 A  


I 


.  M.  PARKER. 

-J  ^- 


i 


.  Lord,  we  come  be  -  fore  Thee  now ;  At  Thy  feet  we  humb  - 
.  Lord,  on  Thee  our     souls    de  -  pend.      In      com  -  pas  -  sion  now 


ly  bow ; 
de  -  scene! ; 


3.  Send  some  mes- sage    from   Thy   word,    That  may    joy     and    peace  af  -  ford; 


-i- 

2        h-J     ?     ^  = 

Oh 
Fill 

do 
our 

not     our     suit     dis  -  dain.  Shall  we 
hearts  with    Thy   rich   grace.  Tune  our 

seek 
lips 

^* 

Thee 
to 

Loi'd,   in    vain  ? 
sing   Thy  praise. 

 0— 

— 0 — 

=P= 

Hear, 

oh 

Lord,  and    come  Thou  nigh, 

-h  F— 

Seal  each 

heart 
m 

to 

Thee    on  high. 

=j=qz: 
-0  0— 

EE= 
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PEAISE. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1 


-I — -I- 


1.  Songs   of     praise  the    an  -  gels   sang,  Heav'n  with  hal   -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  rang, 

2.  Songs   of     praise   a  -  woke   the  morn,  When  the   Prince  of   Peace  was  born. 


=f== 


3.  Heav'n  and    earth  shall  pass     a   -  way,  Songs  of     praise  shall  crown  the 


When  Je  -  ho  -  vahs  work  be  -  gun,  When  He  spake  and  it  was  done. 
Songs   of     praise   a  -  woke  when    He,  Cap  -  tive,    led     cap  -  tiv  -   i    -  ty. 

:b-i=:i=:\=±3zi=^=: 


God   will    make  new  Heaven's  and  earth.  Songs  of    praise  shall    hail   their  birth. 


-w=r 


Spirited. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakkek. 

ADELLA. 

.-J  A  ^r-.-A  ^^A- 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Chil  -  dren  of     the  Heav'n -ly    King,    As  we 


jour  -  ney  let      us  sing. 


2.  We      are   trav'-  ling  home     to     God,    In     the     way    our    fa   -  thers  trod. 


i 


\-,-A  N- 


Sing      our  Sav  -  iours  wor  -  thy   praise,  Glo  -  rious  in      his   works  and  ways. 


i 


They     are  hap  -  py    now,  and     we.    Soon  their  hap  -  pi  -  ness    shall  see. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parkeb. 


C.  M.  P. 

J)  Moderato. 


BIN&HAMTON. 

—J  4- 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


sun  sinks  to  his  rest 
in     thine    arms   of  love 


.  Fa  -  ther,  hear  us  while  we  pray,  As  the 
.  Guard  us   through  the  com  -  ing    night,  Keep  us 


I 


Keep  us  near  thee  as 
 :  


Guide  us       by     thy     lov  -  ing  hand; 


Thou  hast  safe  -  ly  Ipd  the  way,  All  the  day  thy  love  hath  blessed. 
When  the     mor  -  row  breaks  in     light,  Lift     our  thoughts  to    thee     a  -  bove. 


And  when  comes  lifes  clos  -  ing     day.   Love    us      in      thy  prom-ised  land. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 

ALL  FOR  THEE. 


4- 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  thou    who    died    for      me.     On      the   cross   of     cal  -  va  -  ry, 

2.  'Twas  Thy  blood  that    made  me      free.   And    from    sin    now  cleanseth  me; 

3.  Though  our  death  hast     vie  -  to   -   ry.     All     lifes  bless  -  ings  come  from  Thee ; 


si 


=F= 


i,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 


^  „  u   Moderato.  ,  i 

OROWN-HUEST. 

J            -j-,H            J            -i  A 

7 

C.  M.  PARKER. 

»  •      ^   ^»      m      w  m 

^    •  •  • 

1.  Steal- ing  from  the 

world     a  -  way,     We     are    come  to 

=11    I]    n-in  - — ^ — ^ 

seek    thy  face, 

2.  Warm  our  hearts  in 

arayer  and  praise,  Lift     our     ev'  -  ry 

thought  a  -  bove. 

-J 

[  -J 

1 

Kind  -  ly 

meet  us 

Lord,  w 

 g 

e  pra 

Grant  u 

Thy  re 

viv  -  in 

V  grace. 

Hear  the  grate -ful 

songs    we  raise, 

Fill  us 

with    Thy     per  -  feet  love. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakkeb. 


CMP.  WOOD-LAND. 


1.  Murm'- ring  sweet -ly 

2.  Soft  -  ly  blows  the 

on      its  way, 
sum  -  mer  breeze, 

=^  t- 

L_J  J  J  J_ 

By     the    wood  and 
^hroughthe    tree  -  tops 

mos  -  sy  dell, 
high    a  -  bove. 

.3.     All      in     na  -  tu 

- 

re 

seems   to  sing 

Prais  -  ea       to  our 

God    on  high, 

-J 

Hear  the  rip-pling 
Hap  -  py  seems  the 

brook  -  let  say, 
sway  -  ing  trees. 

Fa  -  ther     do   -  eth 
While  they   mur  -  mur, 

all    things  well. 
God     is  love. 

Sing  the  prais  -  es 

of       our  King, 

Rul  -  er      of  the 

earth    and  sky. 

:  •      p  m 
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C.  M.  PARKER. 

Moderato. 


WHERE  HE  LEADS. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Where  my  Sav  -  iour  leads  I 

2.  Where  He  leads    I    love  to 

fol  -  low,  As 
fol  -  low,  Thorn 

I     jour-ney    on  life's 
-  y  though  the  path  my 
N       IV       \       \  ^ 

way, 
be, 

• — 

3.     I    would  have  no  guide  but 

Je  -  sus. 

He 

my  guide  shall  ev  -  er 

be, 

_f2  

*    ^         *                               ^               •  I 

There    I    walk  with  faith   a   -   bid  -  ing,  Trust  -  ing  Him  to  guide  each  day. 

Trust  -  ing    in    his    love  and    guid  -  ing.  Makes  the  way   all  bright  for  me. 

;rf?3H  \  s  s  F^-i  1  !  1  


Through  this  vale   of     sin  and     sor  -  row,   To     the   joys  a  -  wait  -  ing  me. 


i 


/  Chorus. 


Where   He  leads   I     love     to     fol  -  low,  Prais  -  ing  Him    a  -  long    the  way. 

-t-]  N  N— g  a— 1^5  i-H  ^ — ^ — ^ — ^- 


Where  He  ] 
— /  


I     love     to     fol  -  low,  Prais  -  ing  Him    a  -  long    the  way. 


^     r  .       •    *    '  • 

For      I   know  He  guides  me 

safe  -  ly 

To       a  bright  and   end  -  less 

day. 

-ft-rb — , —   h  N^^-f  f 

J=J=?=t--t: 

??=^ 

For      I   know  He  guides  me 

safe  -  ly 

To      a  bright  and   end  -  less 

day. 

h  p      f  — ^.  
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Mks.  C.  M.  p. 


EVERY  DAY  AND  EVERY  HOUR. 


Mrs.  C.  M.  PARKER. 


:i — 0 — J — -J — J — ^  ^^-R  H — J  H  H  * — ^-p-  H 


1.  Let    us    tell    the    old,  old    sto  -  ry,    Ev'  -  ry     day    and      ev'  -  ry  hour, 

2.  Let    us    tell    the    old,  old    sto  -  ry,    How  He     suf  -  fered     on     the  tree, 


i 


.  Let    us    tell    the   old,  old    sto  -  ry,    All     a  -  long   lifes    wea  -  ry  way, 


tempo. 


Tell  of  Je  -  sus  and  His  mer  -  cy.  Of  His  grace  and  sav  -  ing  pow'r. 
How    He   died    that  He  might  save     us,   And  from  sin  might  set      us  free. 


It      may  save   some  fall  -  en  broth  -  er.   Lead  him    in      to     end  -  less  day. 


Chorus. 


i 


Let      us   sing  the    won  -  drous  sto  -  ry.    Let     us    sing    His  won  -  drous  pow'r. 


Let      us   sing  His  won  -  drous  sto  -  ry.    Let      us    sing    His  won  -  drous  jDOw'r, 


i 


Let     us    tell     the     old,  old 


ry,  Ev'  -  ry   day    and    ev'  -   ry  hour. 


1 


Let     us    tell     the    old,   old    sor  -   ry,  Ev'  -  ry  day    and    ev'  -   ry  hour. 


10 


TILL  WE  SHALL  KNOW. 


1.  M.  P. 

Andante  Legato. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


.  Tho'  the  clouds  hung  dark  a  -  bov  us, 
.  Tho'  the  day  seems  nev-er  end  -  ing, 
.  Tho'  our  feet  are  torn  and  bleed  -  ing, 
.  We  shall  know  why  all  the  sor    -  row, 


And     the  way  seems  cold  and  drear, 
With     no  sun-shine  on  our  way. 
As        a  -  long  lif es  path  we  stray, 
We    shall  know  why  all  the  pain. 


Tho'     a  -  lone  with  none  to 
Tho'  our  prayers  to  heaven  . 
God     is    not  our  cries  un 
At     the  dawning  of  the 

love  us, 
iscend  -  ing,  S 
heed  -  ing,  T 
mor  -   row,  ^ 

rho'     each  step  we  take  wit 
eem        unheed-  ed,  still  we 
7hile     our  tear-drops  mark  t 
Vith       all    mysteries  made 

A        -  ^ 

1  fear. 

pray, 
le  way. 

plain. 

~-  ^ 

— -z^  

p 


Do  not  murmur  at   the    guid  - 

For  the  day  will  end  in     beau  - 

He  will  guide  to  rest  at  ev' 

We  shall  praise  His  name  for-  ev 


Tho'  the  path  be  one  of  woe. 
And  bring  rest  at  twilight  glow, 
Tho'  it  seemeth  time  moves  slow. 
Where  the  crys-tal  wa-  ters  flow. 


-til* 


I  I 
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TILL  WE  SHALL  KNOW. 


■  1  N  -T  1 

=+= — f-  -^-^=»=i — ^-^ — 

^ —   •  tj*^'"^ 

But    with  faith  in    God    a  - 
If       we    on  -  ly     do  our 
Guide  to    rest  and  joy  in 
With  our  loved  ones  ne'er  to 

 ^  1^  y  m  •  

bid    -     ing,             Let       us  trust  till  we  shall  know, 
du    -     ty,              And  have  faith  till  we  shall  know. 
Iieav    -   en,             And  make  plain  all  we  would  know, 
sev     -    er,              Rest  at  home, where  we  shall  know. 

1  1— 

•0-9-  ■#■     ,  1 

^ 

i-i  

9i^te-;|=;-i  

X  f 

 f 

\  

Chorus. 

Till     we     shall  know 


Why  dark   the  way. 


will  end  in  day,  And  we  shall  know, and  we  shall  know,and  we  shall  know,and  we  shall  k 


will  end  in  day.  And  we  shall  know,and  we  shall  know,  and  w 


12 


HOLD  UP  YOUR  HANDS. 


Dedicated  to  the  Y.  P.  S.  S.  £.  of  Am. 


C,  M.  PARKER. 


-H  

A— 1 

^     -  •   •  •  *  i  i  * 

1.    Hold  up  your  hands  in    ear  -  ly  r 
3.    Hold  up  your  hands  at    bus  -  y  i 
3.    Hold   up  your  hands  when  shadows 
_              N      ,S      N  N 

norn  -  ing, 
loon  -  day, 
gath  -  er, 

0  * 

As  yc 
Ask  -  in 
And  tl 

>    5     d     #  # 

u  look    to    God  in 
g   still  His  watch -ful 
e  night   is    com  -  ing 

^               1  I 

> 

j  j 

prayer.               Hold      them  u; 
care.               When     life's  di 
on,                 Hold      them  u] 
1 

$              *  Ij-d- 

)        to       show     how      help     -  les 
1   -   ties     press       a    -    round  yo 
)       and      ask       for   -    giv    -  ne 

N       ,s       ,^      -  J 

s 
a 
s 

... 

i 


— 'p— i  d— *  * 

You  would  be  with  -  out  His'  care. 
Stop  and  breathe  to  Him  a  prayer, 
For     the     du  -  ties   left    un  -  done. 


Show    him     by    your  hands  up  ■ 
Be       it      but    one  sim  -  pie 
God      is      love,  and  He  is 


^                 _^       _A  ^ 

lift     -  ed. 
sen     -  tence, 
mer     -  cy, 

Tliat       you       give      all       self        a    -  wa 
That        is         ut  -  tered     from     your  hea 
Read    ••   y          to       for  -  give      He  stan 

Y, 
rt, 
ds. 

-t 

i 

That  yon  need  His  arm    a  -  bout     you,    For  the    tri  -  als    of    the  day. 

He     re  -  joic  -  es      at     re  -  mem -brance,  He  will  not  from  you    de  -  part. 

Pray  for  strength  a  -  long  life's  path  -  way,     As  you  pray  hold  up  your  hands. 

____ 


i 


Copyright,  189'2,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 
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FOR  CHRIST  AND  THE  CHURCH. 

Respectfully  dedicated  to  the  C.  E.  Societies  of  Binghamton,  New  York. 
C.  M.   P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 

With  energy.  ^ 


1.  We    are    band  -  ed    for      the  right     In       the  name    of    God     a  -  bove,  We  are 

2.  There  are    man    -  y  hearts     to    win,  There     are    man  -  y   souls    to    save,  There  are 

3.  There's  no    time      for     I    -    die  thought,  For     the     har  -  vest  time    is    nigh,  Let  us 


J- 


£1E 


N 

i  - 

\ 

ma'  : 

d-— 

fight  -  ing  sin    with  will  -  ing  heart  an 
those  that  need  our  aid  from  day  t 
for  -  ward  then    to    do     the  Mas  -  te 

■< 

d  hand,  M 
0    day,  ^\ 
rs  will,  £ 

it-- 

are 
'e  will 
v  ,  er 

win -ning  souls    for    Je  -  su 
lelp  them   to      do  right, 
tell  -  ing    of     His  love, 

s  B 
W 
A 

e 

3 

1 

/  5 

/ 

1^ 

'<  1 

1  ^ 

A  - 

^  1 

t 

W 

t 

^     •       •  • 

11  -  ing     of     His  love.     We  shall 
ill  teach  them    to  be  brave,  We  will 
le    days    are  passing  by,     And  the 

sing  F 
point  th 
Mas  -  t 

is  love    and  praise  in     ev  -  'ry 
em  to     the  true   and    on  -  ly 
er  will    all  prom  -  is  -  es  ful 

land, 
way. 
fill. 

7  t 

'  *  *  ^  LL 

^ — t 

^ — f 

^  f 

1 

s 

4  \  

*  s 

For  Christ  and  the  church  is  our  w 

rs 

■#--f-:-«--#--H--#. 

atch word.  Let  it    ring  o 

-  ver land  an 

d    o  -  ver 

sea.  \ 

We  will 

-1 

1      ^  ' 

p  our  armors  bright.  We  will  ne'er  give  o'er  the  fight.  Till  from  sin  we  shall  set  all  pris' 


-^^-^bH-^— y— ^— F  — 
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'ners  free. 


14 


WHO  CAN  BE  RICHER  THAN  I? 


Moderato. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


■^v— J — J— ^— 


1.  I     trust  in    the  mer  -  cy   of  Je  -  sus  my  Lord,  Who  died  to   re-deem  me  and 

2.  I'm    rich  tho'  the  wealth  of  the  world  I  have  none,  For  am     I   not  still  loved  by 


I     care  not  for  rich  -  es  that  time  can  de  -  strov,  No,  not  earth!  v  rich  -  es 
 N— N  '-  ,  -V  •  


v — 1 

 *  »  •  1 

left  m( 
Gods  OE 

3  His 

-  ly 

word. 
Son?  To 

1/      U      ^      1  [/ 

Je  -  sus   my  King  though 
know  that  His    arms  of 

^    '/  1 

low  -  ly   His  birth 
love  will  up  -  hold  To 

-  -^  ^  • 

soul  to 

an 

-  iioy,  I 

ve 

rich  -  es    un  -  told,  I've 

Gods  prec-ious  word,  I'm 

^    ^    \j    r  h 

N  Tn     ^  ^^ 


i 


Suf  -  fered  the  cross  to  re  -  deem  sin  -  ful  earth,  With  Him  for  my  King — I  can 
me     is   more  precious   than  all     of  earths  gold,  Yes,  Christ  is    my  King,  and  I 

■t-Hv — V — ^ — N — N — ^- 


heir    to   His  King-dom  with  Je  -  sus  my   Lord,  I'm  heir  with  my  King,  and  I 


rit. 


joy  -  ous  -  ly      sing,    Oh !     who  can 


rich  -  er      than  i? 


ly       sing,    Oh !      wlio  can 




be      rich  -  er      than     I  ? 
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THE  LOED'S  PRAYER, 


15 


i 


Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  Hallowed  be  Thy       name ; 

Give  us  this  day  our  dai    -      -    ly  bread, 


And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil, 


3i 


earth  as  it  is  in  heaven, 
those  who  trespass  a-  gainst  us, 


I 


Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done  on 
And  forgive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  forgive 


For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power  and  the  glory  for  -  ever  and   ever,    A  -  men. 


c.  M.  p. 
Moderate. - 


RESPONSE. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


p  '  \  '        I  ^ 

Hear   our  prayer,  oh    Fa  -  ther,   hear.  And    in       love    be     ev  -  er  near. 


s 


Hear   our  prayer,  oh    Fa  -  ther,   hear,  And    in      love    be      ev  -   er  near. 


Adagio. 


Much  we  need  thy   ten  -  der  care.  Grant  us.  Lord,  our  hum  -  ble  prayer.    A  -  men. 


i 


:=|=:1=qz:i= 


Much  we  need  thy   ten  -  der  care;  Grant  us.  Lord,  our  hum -ble  prayer.    A  -  men. 


1^ 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 


AMERICA. 


HENRY  CAREY. 


 1  1  1  

 1  1  ^  

?=^- 

1.  My       coun  -  try! 
-ft-ps|  

'tis       of  thee, 

Sweet    land  of 

lib    -     er  -  ty. 

1           1  1 
-J  J-  J— 

2,  My       na    -  tive 

rO-;  o    i  i  H— □ 

coun  -  try,  thee. 

Land      of  the 

no    -    ble,  free. 

3.  Let       mu   -  sic 

swell     the  breeze. 

And     ring     from      all        the  trees. 

_C  f.  ?_j 

Of     thee  I 

sing; 

Land  where  my 

fa  -   thers  died. 

Land    of  the 

Thy    name    I         love ;         I       love    thy    rocks     and    rills,     Thy  woods  and 

Sweet  free  -  dom's 

song ; 

Let     mor  -  tal 
•#- 

tongues    a  -  wake. 

Let     all  that 

r1 

pil  -  grim's  pride 

,  From    ev'  -   ry  i 

noun  -  tain  side. 

t-L^  

Let      free  -  dom 

ring. 

tem  -  pled  hills  ; 

My    heart    with      rap  -  ture  thrills 

,  

Like     that      a  - 

bove. 

breathe  par- take. 

Let       rocks  their 

si  -  lence  break. 

The    sound   pro  - 

long. 

GOLDEN  MOMENTS, 

C.  M.  P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 


^^^^-^4--^"*^  ^  ^  N  N  ^  ]  

— — w — J — ^ — ^— 

1.  Gold  -  en  moments  pass  -  ing  by, 

Far    be  -  yond  re  -  call,    Give    no     warn  - 

— -N  N  N  f^—^-l  

2.  As     they  pass  and  give   no  heed, 

p^^^i  T  T  T  s  f  r] 

We    for  -  get  their  flight. 

While  they  wing 

3.  So    while  gold  -  en   moments  fly, 

Steal  -  ing  time   a  -  way, 
•      #      '      «      ^  ' 

It     is  best 

— •  ^— 

1    n  4  w    w    y  y 

__^  _^  _^  _^  _^ 

ing      as     they  fly, 

Give  no   heed-  ing  call. 

But   go    winging    on    and  on, 

with   rap  -  id  speed, 

-fi  k-i  s-  V  S-  1 — 

Marking  wrong  or  right, 
-N  -N 

Till   the  days  have  passed  a  -  way, 

for     you     and  I, 

S— 5  F 

To    im-  prove  each  day. 

Not    to    let     a     moment  waste. 

L  ^ 

ill 


To     E  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,  See  -  ing    du  -  ties  left  un  -  done,  Left  by  you   and  me. 


 ^— 

Then  the  months  and  years,  For  their  flight  we  can  -  not  stay,    E  -  ven    by   our  tears. 


In    their  rap  -  id  flight,  But  improve  them  while  theyhaste,With  our  deeds  of  right. 


Copyrio-ht,  1890,  by  C.  M.  Paukek. 


DON'T  STAND  IN  THE  WAT. 

C.  M.  P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 


 -Nr — p<r — p  ^^■     1^     ^  p— — -^^ — -|v — —  |  ^- 

1.      If   in    the  bus  -  y  inarch  of  life, Where  all  must  strive  to   win,  If     in  the  thickest 

--V — ^ — — H^^^ — -1  \- 

2.  Don' 

t  i  -  dly  stand  and  say  'tis  vain  To  row    against  the  stream,  Don' 
r-N — ^ — i — i  i — iN— iN— Nr-> — N— i  i  Nn 

say  that  effort 
-- ^— ^- 

3.  Don't 

stand  and  talk  of    cru  -  el   fate.  Of 
p-N  N — N — N  N — N-^  

uck,  or  stern   de- cree.  Don't  wait  un-til  the 
p-^  N  N  -]  

of    the  strife,  A  - 

mid  lifes  bat  -  tie   din.  You 

do   not  care   to   take  your  place.  An 

brings  no   gain.  That 

life    is     but  adream,Don' 

*      ^      ^     ^     i  J 

t say  that   all    the  care  and  strife, Will 

hour  is     late,  But 

up   and    ac  -  tive   be.  All 

men  of  worth  march  grandly   on,  A 

_  0  0  ^ — _^  ^_ 

— ^ — y  ^ — 1^ — ^ — a_d 

i 


ac  -  tive  part   to  play,Make  room  for  oth  -  ers    in     the  race,Oh,don't  stand  in  the  way. 


_H — ^ — ^ — ^—-9-        — • — ^ — J: — 


far    ex  -  ceed  the  pay.  Don't  hin-der  the  grand  march  of  life,  Oh,don't  stand  in  the  way. 

>-^>-^-— — irnzi— -r-^i — ^ — ^  ^— ^— ^r^N-H^-v-K— ■  ■ 


1-ty   host  are  they.  Of  this  grand  host  be   count-ed  one,  Oh,don't  stand  in  the  way. 


-A--\--V--N- 


Copyriglit,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakkek. 
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^Allegretto. 


THE  WILD  BIRDS  SONG. 


19 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


^     I  ^     ^     1  I 


I  I 


1.  Come   haste,  oh,     haste    a  -  way.      And      list    the    hap  -  py    lay.  Now 

2.  Oh       come  to  the  shel-tered  nook,    Down     by    the   bab-bling  brook,  They'll 


-  py       joy  -  ous  throng,  How  we  Jove  your  mer  -  ry    song.    As  we 


'     I     I     1  •  i  I 

ring  -  ing  sweet  o'er  hill  and  dale.  And  ech  -  o-  ing  far  a  -  way.  ITst,  the 
sing   to    you  their  car  -  ols  sweet,  And  drive     all      care      a   -   way.  They'll 


a   -  way.  List, 


i 


hear   it    float  from  ev'  -  ry  throat,And  is  borne  by  the  breeze  a   -    long.  How 


i 


'     I     I     I    I  . 

joy  -  ous  song  of  spring, 
sing  of   blooming  flow'rs, 


t!=t: 


i 


;v'  -  ry    care  takes  wing, 


^    ^    I        1        I  I 
Sung  by  warb-lers   on    the  wing.  Oh, 
And  of  summers    sun  -  ny  hours,  Oh. 


As  we  hear  you  sweet-  ly  sing. 


We'll 


1 


*  ^- 


come    a  -   way     this  bright  spring  day.  Come   list      as   they  gai  -   ly  sing, 
come    a  -   way      this  bright  spring  day.    Oh    come     to    the  wood  -  land  bowers. 


^1 


haste    a  -    way      this  bright  spring  day.   And    list      to  your  song    of  spring. 
Co:  yright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 


20 


O.  M.  P. 

Allegretto. 


MOONLIGHT. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  The  moonlight   is    kiss  -  ing  the    vale    and  hill,  With  rays  of    her    silv'  -  ry 

2.  The   riv- er  gleams  bright  with  the  moon -light  rays,  As    soft-ly      it  glides    a  - 

 N — I  — ^ — \ — 1  ST- 


15 


The   old   cot  -  tage  windows  with  sil  -  ver  gleam,  As  touched  by  the  mag  -  i 


i 


light,  While  down  in  the  wood-lands  the  whip-poor-will  Is  sing  -  ing  her  song  of 
long.      It   seems  to     be   sing  -  ing    a    song  of  praise.  And  moonlight  the  theme  of 


rays,    They  look  down  in     pi  -  ty     up  -  on  the  stream,Now  dimmed  by  the  woodland 


-Ji-z% 


m 


night, 
song. 


The  ma  -  pie  trees  nod-ding  in  sleep  to  and  fro.  Are  kissed  by  the  moonbeams 
The  soft  flee  -  cy  clouds  in  the  far  star  -  ry  blue,  Now  bask  in  the  silv'  -  ry 

 N  1  


--js;  p  p<  ^ — pr — j\ — -pr  1  


=8*= 


haze.     Oh,  this   is    the  hour  of  all  hours  the  most  dear,The  hour  when  our  cares  si 


fair,    The  rar-est  perfumes  that  the  flow'rs  bestow,  Are  borne  on  the  evennig  air. 
light.  The  stars  twinkle  gai  -  ly  as  now  they  view  The  beau-ti-  f  ul  queen  of  night. 


light,  When  valleys  and  mountains  both  far  and  near,Are  kissed  by  the  soft  moonlight. 


Bit 


111 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakker. 


C.  M.  P. 

Allegretto. 
f<          ,N        ^  _^  ^ 

BUTTERFLIES. 

M.  PARKER.  21 

1.  Chasing  the  sunbeams  o'er 

2.  Ros  -  es  are  lift-  ing  their 

valley  and  meadow,  Kissing  the  ros-es  and     lil-lies  so  fair, 
fac-es    in  greeting,  Mignionette  sweetly  is    bidding  good  cheer, 
— ^  i — 1 — N — N — s—  "^^-i  1 

•  i    1    1    •    '       •   J    1    '  • 

V               ^              '  — ' 

lo't  of  the  morrow,  Nev-er  a  dread  of  the  c 
-# — 1-#  N — N — N-J— • — 

^  I  ^ 

old  winter  drear, 

Hover-ing   o  -  ver  the  s 
Heartsease  and  pansy  now 

y  i 

weet  nodding  clover, 
join  the  glad  chorus, \ 

Gai  -  ly   the  but-terflies 
Velcome  gay  but-terflies,  t 

-^v — N  -^ 

flit  here  and  there. 
Iirice  welcome  here. 

-t  ^  : 

^     y    5,  J 

Life  all   a  joy  with  no 

an-guish  or  sorrow, 

Gai  -  ly   the  but-terflies 

flit  far  and  near. 

^  _N       N  ^  ^ 

Know  they  full  well  where  the 
Linger  a-while  with  your 

'l^    -0-    -0-             '  ' 

Derfumes  are  sweetest,And  where  the  gardens  are  bloomingmostf  air, 
wings  brown  and  golden.  Linger  till  twilight  shall  call  you  to  rest. 

[L^  .?  r  f  ;  r^  Tt  -1 

But  when  the  north  winds  bre 

athe  death  to  the  flower 

^    ')/    U  ^  >  U            U  h- 

3,Gone  is  the  sunshine  and  dreary  the  skies. 

mm- 

'Tis  there  they  gather,  and 
Here  you  are  welcome,  and 

■      u         ^       y  1 

in  that  sweet  bower 
gladly  we  greet  thee. 

Linger  they  longest,  these  beauties  o 
Linger  thou  with  us  oh  most  welcom 

-\  -N  ^  HV    -\           -A  H 

■0-. 

:  air. 
3  guest. 

Where  do  you  linger     in  c 

•  f  i  *  '  ^i, 

old  win-ter    hours  ?  Who  bids  you  welco 

me,  oh  gay  but-ter-flies  ? 

Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pabker. 
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C.  M.  P. 

Tempo  di  Valse. 


DOWN  BY  THE  LAKE. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Down  by    the  lake   we  will  wan  -  der,    Now  that  the  day -light  is  gone; 

2.  All     is     so   qui  -  et    and  peace  -  ful,   Down  by   the   soft  rip  -  pling  lake ; 


Ah,    how  we  love  here  to   wan  -  der,  When  day  and   la  -  bors  are  o'er; 


=F=F= 


I 


Down  by  its  clear  rip  -  pling  wa  -  ters.  While  stars  ap  -  pear  one  by  one.  ' 
Here  in    this   val  -  ley    of     beau  -  ty,  Sweet  -  est    of    mem'ries    a  -  wake. 


Down  to   this   lake  in    the      val  -  ley,  Down  to    its  white  peb  -  bly  shore. 


-J  9  — 

Na  -  ture    is    veil  -  ing   her   beau  -  ty,    Dim  grows  the  mountain  and  hill ; 
Dreams  of   the  past  long  for  -  got  -   ten.  Come  like   the    soft  breath  of  spring ; 


Stars  shin-ing  bright-  ly     a  -  bove     us.    Blue  waves  the  ech  -  oes     a  -  wake ; 


Night  birds  their  loved  ones  are  call  -  ing,  Down  by  the  riv  -  er  and  rill. 
Till    we    are  sing  -  ing  with  pleas  -  ure.    Hap  -  py    as    birds  on    the  wing. 


This   of     all  hours  far    the    sweet  -  est,  Down  in    the    vale  by   the  lake. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parkee. 


THE  MARCH  OF  LIFE.  23 


C.  M.  P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 


^      /  March  time. 

J      1    H    i    J  J 

'^-^-i—i-i—i- 

1.  Onward  marching, 

2.  Onward  marching, 

^^^^ — s— 

cheering  those  who  fal  -  ter,^ 

5— i— 

>Vhen  their  bur-den  s 

^  S— J— si- 
all    a-  long  the  way, 
eems  too  hard  to  bear. 

'  ^^-^  1= 

3.   Always  give    a  'v 

-J-  4^     1  • 

v^ord  of  cheer  and  comfort, 

It    may  help  some 

1  r  • 

^    y  J 

trav'ler   on  the  way, 

n  9—»—Gh- 

Help  -  ing  oth  -  ers  with  their  heav-  y    burdens,  This  should  be  our  aim  from  day  to  day. 


Lead  them  on  with  smiles  and  words  as  -  sur  -  ing.  Try  to 

/-V  - 

guide  them  in-to  paths  more  fair. 

It    may  make  lifes  bur  -  den  seem  the  light -er,    It    may  help  him  till  lifes  closing  day. 


Chorus. 


Onward    marching,  yes,  keep  onward  marching,Giving  help  from  day  to  day. 


i 


On  -  ward  marching,  yes,  keep  onward  marching,Giving  help  from  day  to  day. 


from  day  to  day, 


i 


ii 


On  -  ward  marching,  yes,  keep  onward  marching.  Strewing  sunshine  on  the  way. 


il 


On  -  ward  marching,  yes,  keep  onward  marching,  Strewing  sunshine  on  the  way. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Parker. 


24  LITTLE  TOMMY  GREEN. 


C.  M.  P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 

V  Martial. 


Ck—U-yrs  '-  s  ^ 

1  1  1 — 1 

 ST  \  ^  \-  S-  1  

1.   Lit  -  tie  Tom- my  Green  play'd  sol  -  dier, 

-fi  W-       m    .  V  ^  N  

With     a    fife     and    shin  -  ing  drum, 

2.   All     the  days  went  fly  -  ing  swift  -  ly, 

■^^K^-v — ? — r — f — — f — 

^?=.^?=.^; 

To      this  lit   -  tie      sol  -  dier  boy, 

^      ^     N      ^      N     ^  -) 
— •  hm  ^  • — 

3.  Now    up     in      a    din  -  gy    at  -  tic, 

^  .  *  r  ^  1 

H 

Hangs  that  lit   -  tie      fife   and  drum, 

— ^ — R— ^ — ft — J — J — 

Marching  through  the  streets  and  al  -  leys. 

Back   and  forth    a  -  round    his  home. 

For      if     he    was  play-  ing  sol  -  dier, 

-fi  k  w  S  1 

 N  \  ^  N  ^ — 

Ev'  -  ry    hour   was     full     of  joy. 

^H-b — 5— r=i— r— j=H-— ij^ — ^ — 

 ^  y  ^  y  

That    were  al  -  ways  faith-ful  playmates. 

Of      a     lit  -   tie      boy  named  Tom. 

 N  ^  ^  J  J  J  

He  would  blow  his   fife  right  clear-  ly. 

Then  would  loud  -  ly     beat    his  drum. 

He  ne'er  thought  of  fame  or     glo  -  ry, 
-6-rt»  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^— 

^0^       0        0       0       0      ^  1 

And  ne'er  dreamed  of     days     to  come, 
p-N      -N              -N      -\  -^_] 

J— i^— ^-'-^ 

 •  0  0  J  0  

And      a  gray  haired  man  re  -  members 

"When  they  called  him     sol  -  dier  Tom, 

Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pabkeb. 


LITTLE  TOMMY  GREEN. 
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And  each  stroke  that  fell    up  -  on     it,   Seemed  to       an  -  swer   Tom,  Tom,  Tom. 


 9  0  ^jp-^— ' 

He    was   Tom  -  my  Green  the    sol  -  dier,  With  his      com  -  rades,  fife      and  drum. 


And    his    mem -'ry  fond  -  ly     lin  -  gers  Round  that    lit  -   tie     fife      and  drum. 


Chorus. 


Tom,  Tom  -  my,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,       Loud  -  ly      rang      the  drum. 


i 


Tom,  Tom  -  my,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,       Loud  -  ly     rang      the  drum, 

 H^-N— =^=j= 


Tom,  Tom  -  my,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,  Tom,       Loud  -  ly     rang      the  drum. 


-ft — 


As     he  marched  and  played  the     sol  -  dier.   Back  and  forth   a  -  round  his  home. 


As     he  marched  and  played  the     sol  -  dier.   Back  and  forth   a  -  round  his  home. 


As     he  marched  and  played  the 


■  dier.   Back  and  forth   a  -  round  his  home. 


26 


S 


C.  M.  P. 

With  energy. 


DON'T  TRY  FOR  THE  SECOND  PLACE. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  A     bit  of    ad -vice  I  would  give  you  my  boy,'Twill  help  you  no  doubt  in  life's 


i 


2.  It    maybe  mis- fortune  will   not  let  your  win   The  goal  you  arestriv-ing  to 


i 


--fv— f — N- 


3.  The  first  place  is  where  you  should  try  to  be  found,  In   wisdom,  and  hon  -  or  and 


race ;  Just  keep  this  in  mind,  you  are  striv-ing  to  win.  Don't  try  for  the  sec  -  ond 


gain  ;  But    if    in    the  race  you  are  distanced,  my  boy.  Your  ef  -  forts  will  not  be 


i 


right;  So  strug-gle  my  boy   to   keep  in  the  first  place,'Twill  make  all  your  life  more 


place.  Just  try  for  the  first,  for  'tis   bet- ter  by  far, With  the  best  of  mankind  to  keep 


li 


vain.  The  struggle  will  help  you,  and  keep  you  from  sin.  And  all  thro'  your  life  leaves  its 

— V — N — \ — ^  


bright.  If  fortune  should  frown  on  your  efforts  my  boy.  And  keep  you  be  -  hind  in  the 

.-A — ^ — — — _ — __ 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Paekek. 
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pace      In    all  that  is  man-ly,  and  honest  and  right,  Don't  try  for  the  second  place. 


trace,  'Twill  show  to  the  world  that  you  struggled  to  win.  Don't  try  for  the  second  place. 


i 


1 


race,  Oh,  don't  get  discouraged,  your  ef-forts  renew,  Don't  try  for  the  second  place. 


Cho 


i 


Keep  try  -  ing  my  boy,  if  you  sure  -  ly  would  win  The  place  you  would  hold  in  the 


Keep  try  -  ing  my  boy,  if  you  sure  -  ly  would  win  The  place  you  would  hold  in  the 
■jjr-^-N—  — ^--N— N  s^-r-A  N — N — ^— >-r-N  ^ — ^ — :  ^— ^- 


Keep  try  -  ing  my  boy,  if  you  sure  -  ly  would  win  The  place  you  would  hold  in  the 
 PS  N  \-r-^  ^  \  s  1  i^- 


m 


race  ;  Oh  !  don't  get  discouraged,  the  goal  is  in  sight.  Don't  try  for  the  sec  -  ond  place. 


i 


race  ;  Oh !  don't  get  discouraged,  the  goal  is  in  sight,  Don't  try  for  the  sec  -  ond  place. 


race  ;  Oh !  don't  get  discouraged,  the  goal  is  in  sight,  Don't  try  for  the  sec  -  ond  place. 


 !  s^- 


C.  M.  P. 

Con  spirito. 


OUR  HUNTING  DAY. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


A  -  way,      a  -  way. 


the  call     o  -  bey.      On  this,      our  hunt  -  ing  c 


/  ✓  I 

the  call      0  -  bey,      On  this,     our  hunt  -  ing  day  ;  Come, 


A  -  way,      a  -  way. 


join    the  chase      a  -  cross     the  plain,  And  let     the  chase   be  not     in  vain.  Let 


'ry  man,     now  take      his  place,  Yes,  all    make  read  -  y    for     the  chase. 


 ^  ^-V  


1st. 


eT    -   'ry    man       his  skill      dis  -  play.     On   this,      our  hunt  -  ing  day. 


-m-i  '-m^ —  —  i^jg^- 


^ — — ^ — *^ 


il 


 ^  .  ^  1  f  ,  

ra,        hoo  -  ra,       hoo  -  ra,            hoo  -  ra,       hoo  -  ra,       hoo  -  ra. 

^-H^            ^— ^-  Jv-r-     ^   I===j 

ra,        hoo  -  ra,       hoo  -  ra,  hoo 

t  * 

-  ra,       hoo  -  ra,       hoo  -  ra. 
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Andante. 
Tenor  Solo. 


1st. 


And  when  at' eve  -  ning  Homeward  return  -  ing,  Wea  -  ry  with  sport  we 
Bright  gleams  the  fire  -  light       From  each  home  hearthstone, 


i 


Bright  be   the  smiles  of    those    we  love  best. 


-   ly    seek  rest. 


i 


Duet. 


Sop.  &  Alto.  ^ 


May 


11^  ^  ^ 

the  day         be  one  of  pleas  -  ure,  May  each  heart      all  free  from  care,  Thoug 


PS 


30 


OUB  HUNTING  DAY. 


1 


it 


loved      ones  fondly   treas  -  ure.  Bounding  on    -     ward  free  as     air,  And  at 


-I  ^^^-]^-N^-L 


eve   -   ningwhen  re- turn  -  ing,  Wea  -  ry  steeds    their  steps  re   -  trace,        May  the 

I  .1  \  i  i    I 


 1- 


^ 

s 

1  1*^ 

— 

9 — 

1 

m 

4 

fire    '   -   light  brightly    burn  -  ing,  Greet    our   loved    ones  from   the  chase.... 


OUR  HUNTING  DAT. 
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Tempo  primo. 


 ^  ^- 

Ah,  then     a  -  way,     a -way,     a -way,  And  let     there  be     no  more   de-lay,  For 


-ifezzf— 1:^=:^— =^= 

— ^ — N — — > — ^- 

steeds  are  neigh- ing  for     the  race.  The  hounds  are  bay- ing  for    the  chase, Come, 


speeds    the  time      as   here      we  stay.  On 

this      our  hunt  -  ing  day.  The 

ev'   -   ry  man     now  to       his  place,  A 

i  /  M.  7  accel 


f  f      P  T- 

wa 

s 

-  way,  a 

^  --^ 

-  wa 

 h 

-1 

way,  a 

1 

-  wa 

-J 

 h 

y»  a 

way. 

a,  - 

way. 

m 

way,  a 
/ 

-  way,  a 

-  wa 

J 

way,  a 

-  wa 

y»     a  - 

r 

way. 

1  - 

way. 

p 

-1  ^  j  p— 

32 


C.  M.  P. 

With  energy. 


SIMPLE  SIMON. 


C.  M.  PARKEK. 


7^  

Sim  -  pie 

Si  -  mon  met  a 

pie  -  man,  That  was 

go  -  ing   to  the 

fail  , 

Sim  -  pie 

Si  -  mon  met  a 

pie  -  man,  That  was 

go  -  ing  to  the 

fail  ; 

Sim  -  pie    Si  -  mon  met  a 

pie  -  man.  That  was 

go  -  ing   to  the 

fair ; 

 1— y-J 

It  was  the  pie-  man.    It  was  not   Simon,    That  was   go  -  ing    to    the  fair. 


It  was  the  pie-  man,     It  was  not   Simon,    That  was   go  -  ing    to    the  fair. 


It  was  the  pie-  man,     It  was  not   Simon,    That  was   go  -  ing    to    the  fair. 


1 


Said  simple  Si-  mon  to  the  pie-man,  Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware,Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware. 


i 


Said  simple  Si-  mon  to  the  pie-man.  Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware,Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware. 


Said  simple  Si-  mon  to  the  pie-man,  Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware,Oh,  let  me  taste  your  ware. 


mm 
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Alto  Solo. 


I 


Inst. 


i 


I  -19- 

Baritone  Solo. 


pen-ny?      Oh,  where  sir,  is   your  pen-ny?  Ah,       I've      no  pen  -  ny,  no, 

SopR.  &  Alto. 


lUiii 


i  5:  ♦     TT*   i   •      •  La  la  la  -  la 

Tenor  &  Bass.  J.  J.         J  J 


La  la 


no,      not   a  -  ny,  but  oh,        I    love     the  taste       of  pie. 


la    la  la  la 


la         la  la 


la     la         la  la 

I  I 


l^rt?-^  

fun  -  ny   that  I've  no 

J          J             y-  r 

la     la         la     la          la     la           la     la         la     la  la  

la                la               la                 la                la          la    la  la  la  la. 

34 

/  Bass  Solo. 


SIMPLE  SIMON. 


Then      said       the  pie  ■ 


un    -   to  Si 


You     can  -  not    taste  my 


you      can  -  not      taste     my  ware. 


there  are   ma  -  ny 

with  a 

-#■  ■#■ 

1 

pen  -  ny,        Wait  -  ing 

;d=d=t:d=±: 

 i  

at  the 

fair. 

there  are   ma  -  ny 

^  ^  1  H-^  ^  

— j        •      •      •     M      ^  m 

with      a     pen  -  ny,        Wait  -  ing 

 i-n—  ^^-1— H  h- 

'J  p- 

at  the 

fair. 



=1=  - 

There    are    ma  -  ny  with      a     pen  -  ny,         Wait  -  ing     at      the  fair. 


SIMPLE  SIMON. 


35 


Chant. 


-  i 

1  ^ 

pv  

^  i9 

-  •# 

-.  -0 

-0 



There  is  many  a  simple  Simon  that  stands  waiting  for  a  pieman,  Or  for  a  -  ny  one  that 
They  are  lacking  in  ambition,  they  bewail  their  sad  condi  -  tion.  When  they  think  that  they  must 

— \ — ^ — V- 


There  is  many  a  simple  Simon  that  stands  waiting  for  a  pieman,  Or  for  a  -  ny  one  that 
They  are  lacking  in  ambition,  they  bewail  their  sad  condi  -  tion,  When  they  think  that  they  must 


m 

-# 

t 

• 

has  a  gift  to  give.  But  this  tale  of  simple  Simon  getting  nothing  from  the  pieman,  Points  a 

work  if  they  would  live. 


has  a  gift  to  give.  But  this  tale  of  simple  Simon  getting  nothing  from  the  pieman.  Points  a 

work  if  they  would  live. 


moral  which  should  cause  them  to  b 

aware, For  the  world 

1 

U  ^ 

s  like  the  pieman.  That  refused  poor  simple 

moral  w 

lich  should  cause  them  to  b 

eware,For  the  world  is  like  the  pieman,  That  ref 

ased  poor  simple 
p-fV-^^~N— 

-0 

— • 

^  *  ^  '  5 

ten 

Simon ;  You  must 

'    ^     '        '    *    ^  f  -f  '    1  1 

have  the   mon  -  ey    if  you  taste  its  wkre.  Oh, 
taste  its  ware. 

Simon. 

Simon ;  You  must  have  the  mon  -  ey    if  you  taste  its 



wave,  taste  its  ware.  Oh, 

Simon. 

^      ^      \^    p    ^    ]^        ,  ^                    ■  ^ 
ware.   .    .    .  Oh, 

Simon. 

36  NIGHT  UPON  THE  SEA. 

C.  M.  P.  C.  M.  PARKER. 

,       Allegretto  moderato. 


1.  The 

i  ^- — ]j 

moon  gleams  high   o  er  the 

bounding  main,  As 

s    *    *  ' 

o'er    the    waves  we 

2.  Hark 

hark !  the      sai   -  lors 

mer  -  ry    song,  Its 

tones  are    light  and 

1 

float ;  The 

vaves  re 

•  • 

-  treat,  then 

come   a  -  gain,  !A.nd 

gent  -  ly     rock  ou 

r 

free  ;        The  breez  -  ea 

waft  the 

strain   a  -  long.  Far 

o'er    the  de 

 1  ' 

Bp  blue 

^ 

J 

boat.  The 

fear  -  less  sa 

-  lor  sin^ 

;s  of 
^ 

tiome,  0: 

loved  ones  wait  -  in 

sea,  The 

white  sails  gleam'far    up     a  - 

t  ^- 

bove,  Like 

=f=}=  ^  ^ 

guar-  dian     an  -  gel 

s 

there.  Whose 

tiearts  are  with   him   tho'    he  roam,  AVho  b 

-H  — 1  1 — — \  ] 

-1  ,1  ^  ' 

reathe  for  him  a 

prayer. 

fair.  That 

vatch  our  boat    in      ten  -  der  love.  And 
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The   sea  -  -  gulls  rest  each  weary  wing,  While  stars    blink  forth  in 


i 


^lee,  The  roll  -  ing  billows  seem  to    sing ; 


riten.  \ 


'Tis      night      up  • 


Alto  Solo. 


on  the 

M  JJ 

sea.  Oh, 

9  •    ^      •    4  ^ 

peaceful  night,  sweet  hour  o 

f  rest,  Yet 

bring  us  thoughts  of 

1              1  1 

*:    **  * 

'  ^ — 3— 

1 

38 


NIGHT  UPON  THE  SEA. 


I 


home ;    And    as        we   ride   on     o  -  ceans  breast,  The  sweet  -  est  mem'ries 


-4-^-1- 


come,       Of     all     the  loved  ones  on    the    shore,     Who  pray      to  God 


i 


bove,      To   bring   us  safe-ly  back  once  more,         To  home  and  all    we  love. 


NIGHT  UPON  THE  SEA. 
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hear  each  whispered  pray'r,Thus  on  we  glide  till  ro-  sy  morn  Shall  drive  the  night  away,  Un  - 
hear  each  whispered  pray'r. 


 N  \  N= 


♦  ^  ^         •  ♦  • 


til   an-oth-  er    day    is    born  To  cheer  us     on   our   way ;  Then    we   will  pass  the 


~N — ^    ^    ^  ^ 


hours  of  day  With  laugh  and  iner  -  ry  song ;  While  breez-es  fill    the  swell-ing  sail,  And 
 ,  V  N  N— S  N- 


.    While  breez-  es    fill    the  swell-ing  sail,  And 

-«_._,__,^B  p     .  ^  


--J — 4- 


waft  our   boat    a  -  long,  Oh,    night    on      the     sea.     Oh,  night     on      the  sea. 


waft  our   boat    a  -  long,  Oh,   night    on      the     sea.     Oh,  night     on      the  sea. 


40 


THE  OLD  WATER  MILL. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  Down  to  the 

mill   by  the 

er, 

Where    in  my 

2.    No  more  the     mill-wheel  is 

turn  - 

ing,                 Moss     on  the 

__J__J  _J>_L^  

3.  Wild  birds  now 

build  on        its     raf  - 

ter, 

And     on  the 

0  0-^  •  1 

child  -  hood 

Oft  -  en  I 

wan  -  dered, 

My  thoughts  are 

now    turn  -  ing 

ij3 — — — J— ^-i;^^ — 

old     wheel.  Grass  in       the      path  -  way. 

But     for  the 

mu  -  sic  I'm 

hill  -  side 

Sleeps  now  the 

mill   -    er.     Si  -   lence  where 

once  child  -  ish 

i 


er,  Down   to     that     old,      old  mill. 


E^ 


yearn    -    -   ing,  Sung  by     that     old,      old  mill. 


laugh    -    -   ter,  Chimed  with  that     old,      old  mill. 


9is 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakker. 
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Refrain. 


-\  1 

|H=-  E  H 

Fond  -  est  of 

-fi  'rt-i  1  1  

L        W   L  ^  y 

mem  -  'ries    clus  -  ter        a  - 

round  it, 

And     in  my 

m^^ll—M—Ue-^ — J— 

Fond  -  est  of 

mem  -  'ries 

L  #    •  .  ^ 

clus  -  ter        a  - 

round  it, 

■#■  •#-.■#■ 

And     in  my 

-  ^       H  -N 

- — i  ]  

 —-  *  

Fond  -  est  of 

mem  -  'ries 

clus  -  ter        a  - 

round  it. 

And     in  my 

r  ^  F 

-HP — r^r— 1-^ — -i-d 

fan    -  cy 

I      hear  it 

still, 

-h — 

Sing  -  ing  its 



old  song 

fan    -  cy 

I     hear  it 

still, 

Sing  -  ing  its 

old  song 

fan    -  cy 

I     hear  it 

still, 

Sing  -  ing  its 

old  song 

=1  ^= 

^  .    .  M  

while    I  am 

play  -  ing, 

Down  by  the 

old   wa  -  ter 

mill.    .  . 

while    I  am 

play  -  ing,  Down  by  the 

old   wa  -  ter 

mill.    .  . 

Lf2  ^— 

-J- 

-Si-v  

while    I       am    play  -  ing,  Down  by  the 

old   wa  -   ter     mill.    .    .  . 

-&  • — 

 : — n  1  1  ^  1-1  1  .  ■  ^  ^1  1  ^  1  i_w  U 

wa-ter  mill. 
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C.  M.  P. 

Allegretto. 


BOBOLINK. 


C.  M.  PARKEK. 


J!L. 


1.  Down  in    the   mead-ow  now  hear  the  song,      Bob  - 

2.  Far     in    the   dis-  tance  the    an  -  swer  sweet,    Bob  - 


-  link, 


Bob  -  o  -  link. 
Bob  -  o  -  link. 


V4: 


.  Sing  hap  -  py  birds   in    the  mead-ow  green,    Bob  ■ 


link, 


Sweet- ly  and  clear- ly  it  floats  a  -  long.  Sweet- ly  it  now  floats  a  -  long.  The 
Sung  by   his  mate   in  their  home  re  -  treat.    Out    in  their  green-wood  re-  treat.  She's 


Sing-  ing  brings  pleasure  to 

yon     I  ween, 
• 

Sing-  ing  brings  pleasure  I 

^ .  _ 

ween 

,  Yes, 

^    |s  rs 

t=F— ^  

d  d—wi — d- 

J — •! — i — i — d — J- 

d—9 

ech  -  oes  are  sing  -  ing  their  sweet  refrain.  Far  out    o  -  ver  woodland  and  hill  and  plain, 
guarding  their  dear  ones  with  ten-  der  care.  She's  singing  no    birb  -  ies  were  e'er  so  fair, 

1        ..                                         ^          \         ,           \      .           k.       k.          N                             _k  N.  1  

• 

sing  of  the  dear  ones  in 

 ^ — y  — ^  

CO  -  gy  nest.  The  ones  in     all  bird-land  loved mostand best. 

ri-            -  r  ^  ^ ,  ^  n  ^ 

,  1 

—  PP. 

=3  r 

-- 1 — 

r 

m 

Ech  -  o  -  ing  sweet- ly     a  -  gain  and    a  -  gain. 
As    the  wee  birds  in    the   nest   o  -  ver  there, 

^         \         S         w          \         \  \ 

Bob  -  o  - 
Bob  -  o  - 
..J  N 

link, 
link, 

9 

Bob 
Bob 

o  - 

0  - 

-A- 

link, 
link. 

— 1— 

Sing  till   the  twi  -  light  shall  call  you    to  rest. 

Bob  -  o  - 

link, 

Bob 

0  - 

link. 

'-v                                               CoBvriffht.  1896.  bv  C.  M.  Pari 

vER. 

=N1 

SONG  OF  THE  FISHERS  WIFE.  43 

C.  M.  PARKER. 


-1  ^ 

1.  The  ships  are  sail  -  ing 
n 

lome  to  -  day,    Darling  ba  -  by 

boy.       Soon  they'll  an-chor 

2. 

■•■  -0-  . 

See  the  blue  wave 

dance  in  glee,  Darling  ba  -  by 

boy.        They   rejoice  with 

m 

3.  Th( 

)ugh  the  storm-clou 

ds  gather  near. 

Darling  ba  -  by 

boy,  1 

-U   

'hey  will  bring  to 

in    the  bay.      Darling  ba  -  by     boy,  Ev'  -  ry    wave  that    breaks  on  shore, 


i 


you  and  me.      Darling  ba  -  by     boy.          They  have  brought  him  safe     to  shore, 
4  r-H  -N-^— 


m 


no   fear.     Darling  ba  -  by     boy.          O'er    the  waves   no    more   he'll  roam, 
 »-Tn-^  ^4^  


rail. 


Seems  to  sing  it    o'er  and  o'er,  Pa  -  pa's  com  -  ing  home  once  more,  Darling  ba  -  by  boy. 


I 


Brought  him  back  to  us  once  more,  Wea-ry  watching  now   is  o'er,      Darling  ba-by  boy. 


When  the  angry  storms  shall  come,  But  will  be  with   us     at  home,   Darling  ba  -  by  boy. 
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RECOLLECTIONS. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


N    N  ^ 


1.  Yon  -  der   on    the   sha  -  dy      hill  -  side,  Stands   a       cot  -  tage    small  and  neat, 

2.  Ev'  -  ry   peb  -  ble    in     the     path  -  way,  From    the    street   up      to       the  door, 


3.  Should  you  ask    me  why    I      love     it,       I     would  tell     of     days  now 

KTO=Ih^:^i=i^=h^>— >  ^=^p-—  


 1 

^  H 

Just  be  -  yond  th 
Seem  to    ech  -  o 

^  i 

e  old  brown  school  house 
now    the     foot  -  steps. 

t       ^        '        •        ^       t  ^ 

Just    be  -  low     the     dust  -  y  street, 
That  have  trod    them   o'er    and  o'er. 

>  ^- 

When  the  shad  -  o-^ 

vs  soft  -  ly 

lin  -  gered. 

As     the     sum  -  mers  swift  -  ly  sped. 

'  '  '  '  t    P    '             ^   t   t  -f   t  -J  j 

s 

^ 

— - 

State  -  ly   trees  their  wel  -  come  shad  -  ows, 
And  each  blade  of   grass  now  spring  -  ing 

i  '  ^  ^ 

Fling    a  -  cross    this    low  -  ly  cot. 
Round  this    well     re  -  mem  -  bered  spot, 

 ^  'y  i  1 

I 

would  tell  of 
V —  V  

home   and  loved  ones, 

Of      my   young  life     free  from  eare. 

-           •        ^-      P       ^       ^  -J 

m 


ij  ^1 


And  my  mem'ries  fond  -  est  treas  -  ures,  Clus  -  ter  round  this  hal  -  lowed  spot. 
Seems  to  speak  of    hap  -  py    child -  hood,  Spent  with  -  in     this    low  -  ly  cot. 


That  is   why  my  fond  -  est    mem'-  ries     Lin  -  ger   round  that     cot  -  tage  there. 
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— ,^  

1  1 

Sweet 

rec  -   ol  - 

lee  -  - 

tions         of           my    cot  -  tage 

home. 

m- 

Sweet 

rec  -   ol  - 

lec  -  - 

tions 

of  my 

cot  -  tage  home. 

i 


J--,-- 1- 


I 


Ev    -     er      are    with         me,  As     through  life        I         roam ; 


Ev     -     er      are    with         me,  As     through  life        I         roam ; 


1-^111  1 

Mem'  - 

ry  sti 

11 

lin    -  - 

ge 

•s 

Round  this 

hal  -  lowec 
 0— 

30t. 

Mem'    -    ry  still 

lin    -  - 

gers 

^ound  this 
~i5>  0— 

hal  -  lowec 

spot. 

i 


I  I 


Bring  -  ing   back    my     child  -  hood.        And    this    low  -  ly  cot. 


k  r-  r 

Bring  -  ing  back    my     child  -  hood.        And    this    low  -  ly      cot.  .  .  . 

=^i=qzf5zizzpz-^2=r«zqrf2^i:i:#zp-z)==:|:zjz 
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Moderato. 


JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 

Trio  for  Ladies. 

Arranged  from  ABT.  by  C.  M.  PARKER. 


2.   0th  -  er    ref  -  uge  have    I     none,    Hangs  my    help-  less     soul     on     thee ; 


i 


i 


While  the   near  -  er     wa  -  -  ters    roll,      While    the    tempest     still       is  high; 

:h=qz1— n-n  rn  ^  n  r  -n— H-n-^^n-M- 


Leave,  oh !  leave  me    not        a   -   lone,     Still      sup  -  port  and     com  -  fort  me ; 


mm 


Hide      me,      oh,  my  Sa  -  viour,  hide,      Till      the    storm  of  life 


All        my     trust  on  Thee  is      staid,      All      my    help  from  Thee  1 


past. 

Safe  in 

to   thy  ha   -  ven 

L|  

guide. 

Oh       re  - 

ceive      my  soul 

at  last. 

bring. 

Cov  -  er 

— \ — !- 

my  de  -  fense-  less 

head. 

With  the 

shad  -   ow  of 

thy  wing. 

Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Paekee. 


C.  M.  P. 

Andante  amoroso 


NESTLE  YOUR  WEE  HEAD  DOWN.  4r 

Mrs.  C.  M.  PARKER. 


J  (  Ma  -  ma  is  sing-ing  her  by  -  lo  song,  Bye,  baby  bye.  >  Lit -tie  curls  falling  on 
■  \  Two  little  bright  eyes  will  close  ere  long,Bye,  baby  bye.  ) 


^  •■#-■#•  ^J^^     ■0-.  -0-  -0-  -0-  *  ■0- 

,y  <f  Nes-tle  your  wee  head  on  mamas  breast,  Bye,  baby  bye.  \      Lit  -  tie  feet  tired  with 
\  Slumber  with  mama  and  take  your  rest,  Bye,  baby  bye.  ) 


(  Now  on  his  wee  face  there  comes  a  smile, 
■  (  An  -  gels  are  smil-  ing  a-bove  the  while.  Bye, 


bye.  [ 


Mamma  is  with  him,  he 


mamas  arm,  "V 

V^hile  ma  -  ma  holds  him  all  s 

if e  from  harm, 

Sings  she  while  clos-  es  his 

 N-^ 

 —1^  

constant  play. 

Out   in    the  gar  -  den  and 

ane  all  day, 

^    ^  J 

Lit  -  tie  curls  tangled  and 

need  not  fear.  Mam-ma  will  guard  him,  her  ba  -  by  dear,"" 

SVhile  zephyrs  play  with  your 

^b.^     [.  L   ^  ^  ^  ^ 

— t —  ' 

eyes  so  brown,  Nes  -  tie,  my  darl  -  ing  your  wee  head  down.  Bye,   ba  -  by  bye. 


■  by  bye. 


hands  all  brown,  Nes  -  tie,  my  darl  -  ing  your  wee  head  down.  Bye,  ba 

> — 1^— jv— zN — IK — 


curls  so  brown,  Nes- tie,  my  darl -ing  your  wee  head  down.  Bye, 
.-A  N  Ps-  — — — --j- 


by  bye. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Pakker. 


By  -  lo  ba  -  by  bye. 


DEAR  FRIENDS,  GOOD-NIGHT. 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


1.  The  dread  -  ed   hour  has  come  too   soon,    The   hour  when  we   must  part ;  Our 

2.  The  breez  -  es   seem  to   whis  -  per   low,      A      sad  good-night  re  -  frain.  The 

A  ^  N  {s  — 1  N-^-^  1  


3.  May  com  -  ing  days  bring  sweetest    bliss.    And  God    His  care   be  -  stow  ;  May 


eyes  are  dimmed  with  gath  -  'ring  tears.  And  sad  is  ev'  -  ry  heart.  The 
brook  -  let    mur  -  murs     in      its       flow.       This  part  -    ing  gives    us     pain.  Far 


care     be  light 


■  you       no    sor  -  row  know.  And 


i 


.4  -I- 


mo-mentsthat  on  joy  -  ous  wing.  Made  all  our  hearts  so  light,  Have 
up       a  -  bove,  the     sil   -  ver  moon    Looks  down  with  pity  -  ing    light      Up  - 

::i=:f-d=te==it: 


let      us  hope   that     we     ere    long.     May    hail    with  glad    de  -  light,     An  - 


i 


fled,  and  we  must  sad  -  ly  sing:  Good -night,  dear  friends,  good-night, 
on      our     joy      that   ends    too      soon,    Good -night,  dear  friends,  good-night. 


oth  -  er      hour     of       joy     and     song,    Good -night,  dear  friends,  good-night. 


Copyright,  1896,  by  C.  M.  Faekek. 


Zo  the  IpubUc^ 


Should  you  need  a  Musical  Revival  in  your  town,  Should  you 
want  a  Musical  Director  to  lead  your  Choral  Society,  Should  you 
want  your  Choir,  Day  School  or  Sabbath  School  to  have  a  thor- 
ough drill  or  should  you  need  a  new  and  pleasing  Chorus  Book, 
who^e  I) rice  is  within  the  reach  of  all  /  should  be  pleased  to 
hear  /ro?H  you. 

Yours  truly, 

C.  M.  PARKER, 

Binghamton,  New  York, 

U.  5.  A. 


LATEST  MUSICAL  COMPOSITIONS  AND  PUBLICATIONS  OF 


C.  M.  PARKER. 


THE  PEW  OF  AN  OLD  FASHIONED  CHURCH. 

Solo  for  Low  Voice*. 


GRANDMA  IS  ROCKINQ  THE  BABY  TO  SLEEP. 

Solo  and  Quartette. 


A  BONNIE  LITTLE  MAID  DOWN  BY  THE  SEA. 

Baritone  Solo. 


FACES  I  5EE  IN  MY  DREAMS. 


Price,  4fv» 


Solo  for  Low  Voices. 


WHEN  YOU  HEAR  THE  HEAVENLY  CALL. 

Jubilee  Chorus. 


Pxice,  40.. 


GRANDPA  NOW  DREAMS  OF  THE  PAST. 

Solo  for  Contralto  or  Baritone. 


WHEN  I  MEET  YOU  LYE  AND  BYE. 


Solo  and  Quartette. 


NEAR  THE  OLD  MILL  THEY  LIE  SLEEPING. 

Solo  and  Quartette. 


Price,  40c. 


COULD  I  BUT  KNOW. 


Solo  for  Cuulralto. 


THE  CHORAL  CROWN. 

The  popular  School  and  Class  book.    Thousands  of  copies  in  use. 
35cts.  per  copy,  post=paid.    Special  rates  to  Teachers  and  Directors, 


CONVENTION  CHIMES. 

The  new  School  and  Class  Book.     Already  a  great  favorite.    Send  35c.  for 
specimen  copy.    Liberal  reduction  made  to  Teachers  and  Directors. 


Address: 


C.  M.  PARKER, 


Binghatnton^ 


